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pressed an ostrich egg upon me, and of course slew
a couple of sheep in my honour. He also promised
to send Nuri such a good guide to the water east of
the line that it would be quite unnecessary for me
to meet the detachment there, so I decided to lose
no time but to ride straight on to Marzuq at
Musheyish, and arrange with him for the combined
attack on Jurf in two days' time. I wrote a line to
Nuri, explaining what I was doing, and Auda
promised to send it off at once by hand of the very
good guide. When I met Nuri again a week later,
he told me that neither guide nor letter had ever
reached him, but no doubts crossed my mind at the
time, and I set off with Rahayil quite happily the
same afternoon. Our way lay for seventy miles
over a desolate and waterless desert, and we could
not hope to reach Musheyish that night. Luckily
we fell in with a few Bedouin, who entertained us
with sour milk and a huge platter of rice boiled in
clarified butter. Seeing that I was a stranger and
not very expert at licking my fingers clean after the
meal, they insisted with true Bedouin hospitality
on washing them with the last few drops of their own
treasured drinking water.
Next morning Rahayil guided me straight to the
little encampment at the Musheyish water-hole,
where Marzuq had collected the sheikhs of the Beni
Sakhr. I was greeted with open arms by Law-
rence's body-guard, who were much amused when
they heard of Zeid's discomfiture. I felt that I had
quite won my spurs by now, though my £dbifs
uniform and my tins of Maconachie did not quite fit
into the picture. Marzuq told me that he had sent
over a small party of Beni Sakhr sheikhs from
Madeba to General Allenby's G.H.Q,. with a letter

